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The dew _ grass 
damp air 


mist each leaf 


morning twilight 


water beads leaf 


stem grass blade wet 
mist 
early morning 
leaves 
new asthough just now 


come from the flowing spring 


Branch 
ice crust 


glass dripping sun 
water drops 
down my wrist 


each bright 


feel pulse 


cold skin 


Copper clouds amber light 


rain green lawn 


tree limbs black 


evening wind 
leaf garden 
ripples 


damp air 
chill 


Where who climbed tree 
still air and windy 


spiral floating leaves 


abundance 
far up amid 
fathom light 
sky depth 


of pond mirror 


blue shatter leaking 
more light 


leaves float 
rising littering skating off 


elbow wrist eye 


radiant earth not here there 


still waiting 


Spring 
heart 
opening _ leaves 
eyes many and 
many 
mouths 
secret 
rainy tree green sky 


blue sun white 


clouds filling basin 


crowded pages green and 
tiny all 


light 
light water warm wind 


leaves more leaves 
in bright 


air 


haunted infinite still clear 


Earth 
leaf 
listening whisper past night water 
dark 
stirring remember life 


sand grains 


many worlds wake sleep feel 


echoes winds rain sunflower 
apple trees high pale grass 
green full of sun clouds 


pears tomatoes green bushels of peas 
shining at bottom sand gold 


trout sparkle 
river white falls streaming amber 
the night 
shale clouds sharp slanting 
rain 
and our voices 


deep in the fallen leaves 


Silent afternoon 


still blue high sky 
empty 
aura sky 
silent afternoon 
wasp at window hovering 


cars far off 


And sunlight tree boughs 


move breeze a little 
talking beneath window 
gone 


light getting deeper 


Field 
September warm air still 
high grass yellow pale green 
white yellow in light 
brown queen Anne’s lace 
helix of two white butterflies 
flattened grass-waves _ there 
no breeze 
air warm still 
silence 
sunlight filled 


with sun 


Leaf veins 


the light 
flows 
enters 
thought 
speech 
But the veins of 
darkness 
bleeding 


so the quickening light 
questioning 


brightness of the web 
flowing substance 
flowing 


turns 
returns 


The morning's 
clear frozen 


sleep 
depth of sleep 
awakening new power 
And beauty palpable 
Clear light candor 
form revealed 
grace 
light now 


disclosed mystery of light 


seen 


Burning snow bright roofs 


icy 
light blue sky 
bluish chimney smoke 
midday 
auras 


sunlight very white thin clouds 


sun glory 


Numbed face breath smoke 


Frozen tree 


night 
stars 
up-raised hand 


moonlight vapor 


breath 


this one life 


the field the shining snow 


Wet morning garden path 
leaves heavy 


intense green 


of grass 
mist rain 
cool air water 
drips 
down leaf 


mist garden black wet soil 


mist earth mist life 


The waters 
night mind 


dim leaves shadows 
on the floor 
wind shapes 
sleep too 
and again 
touch the deep well 


mirror surface night 


and again 


talismanic night original night 
of leaves 


amulet fire 


alchemy __ burnt pages of a dream 


Blue green moonlight shadow veins 
leaf pages blown 


leaf hands catching at them 


Passages we step through 
gates and another shadow stone 
steps 
the dark temple 


pond mirror burning white autumn moon 


shining battered onyx water 
leaves of dim amber 
float in 
green moonlight 


striped shadows on your face on your blouse 


door of the tree limb another another door 


leading where 


Eyes closed 
and hot sun 


afternoon 
wind grass 
breeze grass 
yellow light green 
yet silence 
haze 
see to the far edge 
a white house gray barn 
sun-flash of window 
two chestnut trees dark 


a red tractor 


bright world 


of sleep 


face burned by the sun 


Long hours afternoon 
slow 
listen then 
again 


moment of day the autumn 


warm sun 
as though the morning 


still burning there 


breath of 
the air passing 


window open curtains 
pulled aside 


sunlight warm upon a hand 


Garden earth 
handful 
of dirt 
very cool to the touch 


Breeze rain 
soaks in 
root stem leaf what are they 
what is sun 
filling the sky high blue 


white clouds 
bright points 


plus minus 
shimmering across green water 
sun infinite light 


sky empty blue never filled 


Sun snow 


Light burning snowfields 


white hill throbs in white day 


dry-ice vapor valley sky 
far up pale blue 


no wind no sound 


Meet me _ there 


you know 
who you are 


you know where 
silence 


after the rain 


shaken leaves droplets on 
your blouse 
off then 
scent of damp earth 
break this small branch 
and pale flowers fall 


heavy scent fills 
the air and 


night damp sweet full of 
rain scent and again 
inhale 
exhale all every 


particle night tingling 


waiting silence 


place 
a bower 
time 
forever 


now again 


honeysuckle 
yet no other face 


jasmine 
yet no other touch 


This quiet summer 
the garden 
evening and the sun 
slowly long shadows 
bright grass 
copper yellow-green 
then the purple dusk 
moths now 
one very heavy brown horned buzzing 
near nearly black roses 
others floss like ragged 
electrons around white-blue 
streetlights 


trees Simmer we walk 


yellow roses 
stir near the fence 


a breeze picking up 
and rain is coming 


Shadow trees reach 
pouring stretching 
streams 
in the light river 
of sunset 


gold orange bright dust cilia 


shadow nets 
net the sidewalk 


things done here 
known not known 
we know who you are 


twilight soon 
and beyond 


Sunset embers the green west 
hills distant light opening 
opening out 
Space burnt out carbon 
earth light tarnishing 
world quiet still flocks of crows wheel up 


calling 


the fields around the edge of town 
steps touch dark pages here 


Silent sun 
an eye no longer reading the world 


words near darkness echo 
words in darkness too —_and carry far 


I say this to myself 
to you 


Come 
breathe now rain silence 


sudden light- 
ning 


night air 


wet earth wet grass 


asking and 
asking 


a smile a type of light 


Plum branch with dark green leaves 
rainy rainy tree 
a few plums almost hidden 
questions gathering 
ascent a question and an answering 


fragrant damp night 


Day 


hot 


no breeze a field 


yellow sun yellow light 


silence time 


is 


acicada’s humming _ light 


sound a yellow field 


heat noon 


still 


Near darkness 
Sun eye 
hill 


eyelid 


trees burning 
sun yellow green light 


sky void 


long silent 


Clouds 
sky full of light 
shapes and movement 
radiant longing 
halls of light far 
farther 
the green lawn now wet 
burning green rain 
tree limbs black extruded carbon 
yet like a living arm 
slant rays of sun 
gold copper hologram 
branch shadows 
blood vessels sidewalk 


wind 
the leaves ripple 


Come | this afternoon 


down through walking 
and we two just us 


rows of the garden 
green light tatters of shade flaking 
liquid dim green light 
sun and shade sun 
and green yellow 


and lighter darker green 
thoughts dream 


There hot still 


sun shadow 
bumblebees climb bright air 


the wide eyed sunflower 


tall bean vines 
climbing bamboo poles _ still atmosphere 


bumblebees come go 
How old are you or I? 


Now they come 
humming digging in pea vines 


bright burning white flowers 


louder a moment then away 
zoom near a second 


disappear into light 


Frozen branch 
ice crusted around 
glassy crystal 
water light 
droplets drips 
each drop bright 
sun _ inside 


burning 


My hands in — dirt 
plant this 


these the powers _ this 
of earth 


Come come to 
Come now 
this opening 
the changing rain and sun 
of soil 
leaf and flower 
take the seed 
take the black dirt 


take earth 
take latent life 


take powers 


And rain now 


through leaves 
the ground with mist 


how still in the air 


drops of rain 
rain mist 


early June 
early life 
remember 


deepest things 


the green mint the grass the wet soil 


Ripeness now 


the trees 
The corn the fields of 


evening the sun 
fallen 


into night’s silence 


Light streams 


roots 
of the trees 


light and air 

burning and 
Then 
fallen 
wild autumn these 
the rain down 
through the rain 
down 


through 


again 


Edges mid-light 
glare 


The brightness 
day rustle 


beneath the afternoon 


Shadows shadows 
silent breeze 


field-heat 


radiance 


The moving 
shifting light 


leaves 
almost 


I feel 
the shadows move 


across my face 


I dreamed 
where the sun 
winking through leaves 
day warm and quiet 
the grass 
listening 


breathing 


New _ the night 
of earth spring 
a flooding 


Ancient and new the night 


Here 


the path from before 


summer 
bees 
in the sun 
Eye sees __ the day 
these the spaces 
of light 


farther farther on 
beyond blue 


unchanging depth 
of 
elsewhere 


sky beyond sky 


Light water 
through tree 
limb space day 

beyond black wires blue 

light water a few drops 
the puddles from last night still here 
someone calls from the house 
a backdoor slams 


sun 
still and sky 


in peripheral awareness 


feel them so bright there as you run 


Pole wires soft buzz 
hot bright day 


Bright amber of hacked wood 
dabs of tar here and there 
metal spikes would be rungs 
at leg breaking neck breaking 
intervals go up there? 
telephone pole in blue air 


with a huge sun and four small birds 


Dense sun 
gold dusty light 
afternoon 
piercing the tree crown more light 
the round green mushroom top tree 
like a sponge cranny’s of bright 

here and there 

seething in the still air 
now and then a stiff breeze 


squeezes it 


and more sun pours through 


Green pole beans sunny green in light 
a white flower another 
dense tangle of green 
white butterflies in the air 


Bright air 


Heat sound in the 
silence 
green lawn 
rose petals deep red 
scattered on dirt 


a cloud shadow passes 


Light mist early morning 
red tea colored light 


across purple clouds 


across green rows of tomatoes 
peppers corn 


trees slate green 


an old man 
in grey overalls 
and a straw hat 
tilting a watering can 


Early 
early life 
light from there 


brightest light 
ever seen 


memory of day 


One? Many? still green 


Lightning 
now 


the rain 
lightning 
splits 
the day 


wind and hail 
lightning 


cold suddenly 
lightning flash 
time stopping 
wind rain rushing in to fill 


the sudden earth vacuum 


Sun streamings 
through 
leaf cracks 


leaf tiles leak 
lemon light 


deeper in 
honey and air 
and cool earth 


and two shadows 


Then 
fallen 
without a sound 


her shirt 
Later outside the tree 


the rain 
coming down 


Neighborhood roofs 
glare 


Day 


Brightness 


luminous 


empty 


Floating clouds 
on through 


one and one and one 
rounded backs 
supplicants 


inthe sun 
kingdom 


I watch 
where the day 
is scored scratched 


with shadows 


The garden shouting 
shouting with light 
the day 
has thrown shadow bars 


around it 


Night 
so hot 


we sleep on the porch 
and almost no breeze 


Black infinite sky 
crowded with stars 


sometimes one falling 
Night so hot 


talisman of suns 
that burn below 


Surge of air in the trees 
bushes riffled through 
cracking open 


sealing shut 
cracking open 


then blown suddenly white 
leaves all the wrong way 


Light flashes through the sky 
no thunder yet 
but all at once colder 


and the tree river flooding its banks 
above around 


rain lancing a window 


And then 
a kind of exploding beyond sound 


releasing 
released at last 


and now the downpour 


Warm night 
And water flow 


Shower and kitchen faucet 
and tea in a cold glass 


the fan reversed in the kitchen window 


drawing the cool air through 
from front to back 
in the railroad flat 


Kitchen light out 
but for a night light 
above the stove 


And you step through the amber rooms 
your skin amber too 


You have your jade necklace still on 
nothing else though 


Burning leaves 
down _ the sun tree 
October 
touch each leaf 


how the pond is filled with gold 


Murmuring in flowers 
vines 
the white scent 
the warm light 


the arbor sun 


all afternoon 
white flower 


at noon 


Her form 
penumbra 
gold 
whisper small splash 


Known 
even Time felt 
her trace 
disolving 


Archaic syllable 


Morning's leaf 
and each vine each flower's cup 
at the tip 
ofrain the air 
slowly slowly leaf 
deeply 
bent 


and rising 


Silences 


cold air toward the sky 


light at 
my 
feet 
trees that hold 


sunset boughs 
rough bark 
the wood paints over my shadow 


lost my voice 


The burning of light 
dagger the open 
that hides 
the word uttered now 
This cry _ the wall 
this kindling desire 


merest film less than leaves 


Drifting smoke of autumn fills 
the air the burnt rim 
of earth 


deep sky most distant stars 


Here 
with this shade 


the air 
forgotten leaves flowers drift 
float 
breathe indeeply __ soft 
the face 
deep memory 
perfume far away 


intime farin 


Drift along 
the deep grass drifting out 
of night 
sleep in this 
world of light 
put aside 
primitive perfect 


of many 


Back porch 
the night 


scent 
of mid-June 
grass 
is perfume 


stars through the leaves 


in the wind 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as 
having been a meeting place for dissident intellectuals in 
the years of political struggle in Taiwan . 


During the recent effort to publish his rather extensive 
work, we had occasion to discuss aspects of his past and 
current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do 
you locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic 
form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to 
grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a 
scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that 
seems to convey the reality of that is good, any which 
remains merely language, merely words, is for me of no 
interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the sense of 
being obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much 


of our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in 
themselves are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell 
students that all the time. Words most often merely convey 
the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is for the 
purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always 
something other than the social understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct 
these false social understandings. At times its purpose is to 
merely reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, 
as it were. But even this itself has a certain basic political 
significance, in the sense that awakened human beings will 
act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are 
caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. 
(The US, that is.) There is, for example, a great deal of 
rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, and to get 
away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had 
no idea how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no 
clue, I still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that 


you could just do it all by yourself, by means of the 
internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 


Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, 
if you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much 
it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety 
of experiences. My first models for the artist were people 
such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in 
a very wide range of forms and even use widely different 
styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, 
but it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return 
to some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some 
Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 


All right, but can you say whether they are modern or 
classical? 


Classical. My favorite is Mung Hao-Ren, actually. 


There are many other things to talk about, but perhaps 
that's a good note to end on for now.But what were you 
trying to do in these poems in particular? 


This book is part of a series I which I try to evoke the 
elements of nature using minimalist technique, but a 
minimalism energized by some of those elements 
themselves. 


Thank you for the hint. 


You’re welcome. 


About the Author 


Steven Frattali is an expatriate American writer living in 
Taipei. He is the author to date of over 40 volumes of 
poetry, totaling over 2,000 pages of work. He is also the 
author of several critical works, among them Person, 
Place and World: A Late Modern Reading of Robert Frost 
and Hypodermic Light: The Poetry of Philip Lamantia and 
the Question of Surrealism. 


About the Banyan Press of Taipei 


The Banyan Press of Taipei was founded in 2008 by 
Samuel Palmer and Steven Frattali. It plans to publish the 
work of expatriate Anglophone writers of the Pacific Rim 
who are working outside the norms of mainstream 
publishing. The Press does not at this time invite 
submissions, but it hopes to do so in the future. 


